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(Greater  to  tell  in  every  age 
Was  God's  design  for  Holy  Ireland.) 


DUN   NA  RIOGH. 

(iiMPTY  to-night  is  the  Don  of  Kings, 

Cold  its  noble  hearth,  the  grass  is  over  it, 
Where  the  tribute  of  great  chiefs  was  counted 
The  grey  field  mouse  has  her  nest. 

Hidden  by  the  blind  sod  are  the  broken  bodies  of  kings, 
Fetters  of  grass  hold  them,  their  swords  are  rust, 
The  Shield  that  the  Waves  answered 
It  is  food  for  every  creeping  thing. 

Thou  whose  hand  has  laid  this  don  in  ashes 
Shall  not  the  worin  devour  thee  also. 


THE   REPLY. 

l^EJOICE  thou  in  thy  strength  and  feast  O  Queen, 
Thou  who  hast  taken  hostages  of  great  kings  ! 
Thy  fetters  have  eaten  into  their  flesh. 

Gold  cups  are  upon  thy  board  and  precious  stones  : 
Who  will  ask  of  the  cold  sod  the  price  that  was  paid  ? 
Drink  O  Queen  thy  wine  that  is  red  as  blood. 

One  thing  I  have  :    in  vain  thou  desirest  it. 

For  kinglier  this  bare  rock  and  the  bleak  wind 

Than  the  kingliest  seat  in  thy  dun,  O  blood-stained  Queen. 


MIDNIGHT. 

jSEVILED  and  bound  He  stood  O  Mother  of  God  ; 

And  hour  by  hour  as  the  slow  night  deepened  and  ebbed 
Within  thy  heart  the  grief  of  the  world  was  crj-ing. 
The  striving  against  the  strong  of  all  the  oppressed. 
Thou  too  hast  heard  the  laughter  of  those  who  triumph 
When  the  lying  tongue  and  the  treacherous  hand  have  slain 
And  God  is  silent,  man  fails  and  the  spirit  is  broken  : 
0  stricken  Mother  of  Sorrows  hast  thou  forgotten  ? 
Who  will  remember  our  griefs  if  thou  forget. 


HARVEST. 

/TUREEN  is  the  grass  in  Eirinn,  bowed  by  the  wind, 
T        For  the  Red  Wind  of  the  East  is  blowing. 
Low  to  the  waiting  earth  are  the  grasses  bowed, 
The  seeds  are  scattered,  they  fall  by  the  breath  of  the  East, 
The  seeds  are  scattered,  the  earth  has  gathered  her  harvest. 

Soon,  soon  in  the  bowed  grass  Red  Blossoms  will  be  springing, 

Red  Blossoms,  and  the  wakening  of  the  seed  in  the  green  fields  of  Eirinn. 


THE  FOUR  JEWELS  OF  THE  GAEL. 


"  They  had  four  noble  jewels  .  .  .  namely,  a  Stone  .  .  that  is 
called  Lia  Fail  ;  and  it  is  that  used  to  roar  under  each  king  of  Ireland  .  .  . 
the  Sword  which  Lugh  Lamhfada  had  used     .     .     .     the  Spear  which  Lugh 


had  when  prepared  for  battle 

%  am  Eire  that  call 

T       I  the  Sword-bearer. 

Leave  the  plough  standing 

The  embers  uncovered 

The  cradle  stilled  : 

For  I  have  called  to  you — 

My  gift  is  death. 

I  am  the  Cup-bearer  ; 
Not  one  my  gifts  but  many. 
From  the  Well  of  Heahng 
In  the  Land  of  Desire 
Is  my  Cup  filled. 
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.     and  the  Cauldron  of  the  Daghdha." 

I  Uft  the  spear  ; 

Arise,  O  thou  faint-hearted  ! 

The  crying  of  Victories  is  around  me. 

On  the  blade  of  the  Spear 

Is  the  blood  of  Sunrise. 

I  am  Eire,  mine  is  the  Stone  ; 
On  the  Rath  of  Kings  I  have  set  it  : 
I  hear  the  wheels  of  great  chariots 
The  crying  of  hosting,  the  shouting  of 

heroes, 
I  will  set  my  feet  on  the  Stone  ! 


BEFORE  DAWN. 

ISLOOD-stained  my  breast  that  waits  your  lifted  sword 

Yet  mine  the  hour  and  the  quenching  of  your  pride 
Mine  the  long  triumphing  years,  unprisoned,  unbound. 

But  for  you  the  memory  of  ships,  gold-laden  and  lost, 
The  gnashing  of  impotent  hate,  the  curse  of  the  dying 
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THE   AVENGER. 

[E  whom  the  winds  have  served,  call  on  them  now  ! 
Call  to  the  sea,  to  the  leaping  fangs  of  the  waves, 
They  who  have  served  shall  mock,  shall  rend  and  slay. 

The  heavens  are  darkened  with  the  great  Word  of  your  doom. 
Upon  the  ridge  of  the  world  the  Vultures  wait  ; 
What  though  ye  hear  nor  see — God  yet  hath  spoken  ! 

O'er  my  barren  and  death-strewn  shores  that  Sound  is  flying. 
That  Word  hath  gathered  the  waves  of  the  ebbed  sea  : 
I  hear  the  Midnight  Tide,  the  waters  returning  ! 


II 


VIGIL. 

©ARE  is  my  dun  and  dark, 

Through  the  roof  the  rain  drips, 
By  the  cold  hearth 
I  weep  above  my  dead  : 
Yet  on  this  clay,  blood-stained. 
Within  these  bare  walls 
Shall  the  Candle  be  lit  for  the  world  ! 

They  that  ride  by 

In  gold,  glittering  mail 

Trampling  in  blood  and  mire 

My  fields,  once  green, 

No  crying  for  them  will  be  heard 

But  the  screaming  of  vultures. 
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MAC  RICH   EIREANN. 

£\OST  thou  hearken  to  the  sea,  O  King's  Son  ? 

Resistless,  slow  is  its  rising. 
Hearest  thou  the  dying  of  the  ebbed  tide  yet, 
The  flow  of  singing  waters  ? 

Or  on  the  mountains  dost  thou  wait  O  Hidden  One 

Silent  and  alone  ? 

Dreaming  as  the  sun  dreams  ere  he  rises, 

Thou  the  Fire-bringer  ? 
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THE  STONES  OF  CURSING. 

^REY  beaches  and  the  stinging  sea-spray    and    the    sea-moan    and  the 
y        bleak  wind, 

And  the  rain  hissing  on  the  grey  sand  and  the  heather  and  the  great  grey  rocks  : 
Great  rocks  terrible  and  holy. 
I  turn  the  Stones  of  Cursing 

I  turn  them  backwards  to  the  Sun  from  his  setting  to  his  rising, 
In  the  cold  rain  under  grey  skies 

I  turn  the  Stones  of  Cursing  against  the  Curse  of  the  Gael, 
I  turn  the  Stones  of  Cursing  against  England. 

Hear  me  O  Earth  who  hast  drunk  our  blood, 
Thou  who  hast  nourished  us  for  her  slaughter, 
Thou  who  hast  made  us  kings  for  her  mockery. 
Hear  me  as  I  turn  the  Stones,  and  curse  her  : 
When  she  is  stricken  with  famine  refuse  her  bread 
When  she  would  rest  refuse  her  sleep, 
Let  not  thy  breast  be  polluted  by  her  dead 

Reject  them  O  Earth,  let  the  kites  and  the  scald-crows  devour  them, 
They  who  have  fed  on  our  flesh  and  made  white  our  bones 
Such  may  their  burial  be  ! 
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I  turn  the  Stones  of  Cursing  against  her,  the  Seducer. 
O  Sun  who  hast  seen  our  hearth-fires  blackened 
VVho  hast  seen  the  fire  in  our  minds  quenched 
Our  souls  violated  and  defiled, 
Turn  against  her,  O  Sun,  turn  as  the  Stones  turn  : 
Let  there  be  night  when  she  desires  day, 
And  blinding  day  when  she  prays  for  night, 
May  her  spirit  be  numbed  by  terror  and  the  black  cold  of  hell. 

I  turn  the  Stones  of  Cursing  against  her. 
O  Wind  who  hast  carried  our  cries  for  pity,  our  unheard  cries  of  anguish 
Forget  it  not  O  Wind  as  I  turn  the  Stones  ; 
Let  the  breath  of  life  be  taken  from  her,  let  her  be  crushed,  gasping  for  thee 

in  vain. 
Carry  her  cries  O  Wind  over  the  world's  ridge  that  our  crying  may  cease. 

I  turn  the  Stones  of  Cursing  against  England. 

0  Waters  let  the  fire  of  her  thirst  be  unquenched  for  ever. 
Ye  who  have  carried  the  insolence  of  her  pride 

Ye  who  have  carried  away  our  life  from  us  at  her  word 

Turn  against  her  O  Waters  as  I  turn  the  Stones  of  Cursing  ! 

When  her  hand  is  outstretched,  flee  from  her. 

She  who  has  polluted  the  Water  of  Life  in  our  souls  : 

Let  her  perish  O  Victorious  Waters  with  none  to  lament  for  her. 

1  turn  the  Stones,  the  grey  Stones  of  Cursing,  against  the  Curse  of  the  Gael. 
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"ON  WHICH  THE  SUN   NEVER  SETS." 

^^  RAVENS  on  the  four  winds  sweeping,  whence  are  ye  ? 
(g  Under  the  night  of  your  wings  the  earth  is  darkened  ; 

In  the  moaning  woods  the  wolves  are  gathered  together. 
Their  cry  is  a  spear  cast  through  darkness. 
Beneath  the  beating  of  your  wings  a  wind  has  risen 
Black  as  the  gulf  of  night, 

The  shuddering  sea  ebbs  from  the  land,  the  earth  is  shaken  because  of  it, 
And  the  armies  of  the  dead  ride  thereon. 

"  We  are  the  unforgotten  curses  of  the  dead  : 

Curses  of  women,  violated,  slain, 

Curses  of  fallen  kings,  entrapped,  derided. 

Curses  of  the  dying  cast  out  in  the  bitter  rain, 

Curses  of  men  who  perished  alone,  unremembered, 

Who  shall  count  forth  the  lands  of  our  uprising  ? 

Our  wings  have  beat  upon  all  the  winds  of  the  world." 

Long,  long  your  slumber,  why  have  ye  awakened  ? 

"  Because  of  a  Cry,  because  of  the  Shadow  of  a  Sword, 
And  a  Voice  ;    "  Behold  your  hour  !  " 
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THE   WATCHER. 


THOU  that  watchest,  what  see?;t  thou  from  the  heights  ? 
(^       Are  the  ej-es  that  have  cursed  us  blinded,  the  hands  that  slew 
Bound  and  broken  and  helpless — speak,  do  they  perish  ? 

Ringed  with  ivolves  the  wild  hoar  dies.       My  grief. 

The  laughter  of  those  that  hate  us,  the  clashing  of  shields. 

0  watcher  upon  the  hills  come  down,  come  down  ! 
Let  the  triumph  of  our  foes  pass  by  unseen, 
Turn  we  again  unto  our  broken  duns. 

Lo,  o'er  the  glittering  hosts,  the  banners  outflung, 

1  see  a  Sword  and  the  black  shadow  of  Wings ! 

Come  down  O  watcher,  the  triumph  is  to  the  strong. 
And  that  which  is  founded  in  hell  shall  none  overthrow, 
And  we  that  have  striven  shall  perish,  no  dawn  is  ours. 

Lo,  in  the  east  red  spears,  dawn-shaken  and  swift, 

And  on  the  sea  white  wings,  sun-smitten,  and  ships  from  Spain  ! 
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0  Rose,  Dark  Rose,  from  thy  fierce  grief  is  borne, 
Wild  foam  of  stricken  seas  cold  on  my  breast, 
And  lo,  salt,  driven  foam  my  gift  to  thee. 

Yet  in  thy  heart  is  peace.       Peace  fenced  with  thorns, 
Sharp  spears  of  bitterest  loss — nay,  there  no  loss, 
Loss  brimmed  with  sweetness,  love  regained, 
Wounds  staunched,  forgotten,  on  thy  breast  0  Rose. 
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